Chapter 38
The DISPERSAL

IT WAS NEW YEAR'S DAY.
Owen leant his bicycle against the wall of the main house
of the Station Botanique. Everything had been taken out of
it. Olga had given him everything. All the things that had
been here were now at the mission. He was inundated with
luxury. He had not wanted the things, but he had not been
able to refuse to take them. Even many of the plants and
flowering shrubs had been transplanted from her garden.
Why had he come over today? There was nothing to see...
no one to see. He looked towards the graves. He had buried
these men. Then he had married Sebastian to Maria. They
had had no business to bury Congo so near the others. But he
, had been as helpless over that as he had over everything else.
That marriage! That mockery! Yet he had brought it
upon himself. It had been his suggestion. He, a minister of
God...
They had left here in the old station wagon and in the five-
ton truck. They had even stopped at the mission. Rethought
of them as he had seen them last. Channel driving the pro-
fessor's truck with the Abyssinian chief beside him and Laertes
sitting on the piled gear: Sebastian following in the station
wagon with his harlots and his dog. Pointed north into the
unknown of Ethiopia, abandoning everything, they had gone
gaily, waving to him, shouting their good-byes. He saw Chan-
nel in his mind, neat as ever with his red silk handkerchief